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trouble1 in which you sought my aid, and I, unwisely ac-
cording to the wisdom of this world, out of pity and kind-
ness, gave it to you. You must read this letter right
through, though each word may become to you as the fire
or knife of the surgeon that makes the delicate flesh burn
or bleed. Remember that the fool to the eyes of the gods
and the fool to the eyes of man are very different. One
who is entirely ignorant2 of the modes of Art in its reve-
lation or the moods of thought in its progress, of the pomp
of the Latin line or the richer music of the vowelled Greek,
of Tuscan sculpture or Elizabethan song, may yet be full
of the very sweetest wisdom. The real fool, such as the
gods mock or mar, is he who does not know himself. I
was such a one too long. You have been such a one too
long. Be so no more. Do not be afraid. The supreme
vice is shallowness. Everything that is realised is right.
Remember also that whatever is misery to you to read,
is still greater misery to me to set down. They have per-
mitted you to see the strange and tragic shapes of life as
one sees shadows in a crystal. The head of Medusa that
turns living men to stone, you have been allowed to look
at in a mirror merely. You yourself have walked free
among the flowers. From me the beautiful world of
colour and motion has been taken away.

I will begin by telling you that I blame myself terribly.
As I sit in this dark cell in convict clothes, a disgraced and
ruined man, I blame myself. In the perturbed and fitful
nights of anguish, in the long monotonous days of pain, it
is myself I blame. I blame myself for allowing an in-
tellectual friendship, a friendship whose primary aim was
not the creation and contemplation of beautiful things,
entirely to dominate my life. From the very first there
was too wide a gap between us. You had been idle at
your school, worse than idle3 at your university. You did
not realise that an artist, and especially such an artist as I

1 Oscar told me this story; but as it only concerns Lord Alfred Douglas, and
throws no new light on Oscar's character. I don't use it.

* This is extravagant condemnation of Lord Alfred Douglas' want of education;
for he certainly knew a great deal about the poetic art even then and he has since
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.cquired a very considerable knowledge of " Elizabethan Song."
Whoever washes to understand this bitter allusion should read his father's letter
to Lord Alfred Douglas transcribed in the first volume.   The Marquis of Queens-
berry doesn't hesitate to hint why his son was " sent down " from Oxford.